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bye. Good-bye, you hardhearted woman! By the way,
friends, the fight at the cemetery turned out to be a good
thing after all. The whole town's talking about it. The
pamphlet you wrote was a good one and came out just
at the right time. I always say a good fight's better than
a bad peace."
"All right. Get along."

"I wouldn't say you were very hospitable. Your hand,
Nilovna. That boy certainly did a foolish thing. Do you
know where he lives?"

Nikolai gave him the address.
"I'll go see him tomorrow. Nice chap, isn't he?"
"Very."

"We must take care of him. He's got a good head on
his shoulders," said the doctor on his way out. "It's fel-
lows like him who must form a true proletarian intelli-
gentsia to take our places when we leave for those shores
where I suppose there are no class distinctions."
"You've become very talkative of late, Ivan."
"That's because I'm in good spirits. So you're expecting
to go to jail? Have a good rest!"
"Thanks, but I'm not tired."

The mother was pleased by their concern for this boy
from the working class.

When the doctor had gone, she and Nikolai sat down
to supper, talking quietly as they waited for their noc-
turnal visitors. Nikolai told her all about his comrades in
exile, and about those who had escaped and were carrying
on their work under assumed names. The bare walls threw
back his words as though his tales of modest heroes sacri-
ficing themselves to the great cause of remaking the world
were too incredible to be accepted. A warm shadow fondly
enveloped the mother, and her heart was filled with love
for these unknown people. In her imagination they merged
into one great, fearless individual who was moving slowly
but surely ahead, clearing away the century-old crust of
lies so that people might see the clear and simple truth
of life. And this great truth, reborn, would rally all with-